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liked walking at top-speed : presently he said that he must
leave us. We bade him a cordial good-night (to me it
seemed as if a Higher Power were wafting him away) and
made an appointment (which we trusted we would not be
in a position to keep) to meet in the garden on the
following day at the same time.

As soon as he had left us, we went to the far side of the
garden, where the railings were. Six sentries were supposed
to be looking after us, but they were strolling about in
three groups, gazing, enviously, at the Greek clerks who
were arriving for a square meal in the restaurant near the
entrance gate.

We moved behind a bush, put our heads through the
railings, looked down into the street. Alas, I had forgotten
to estimate the height we were above it : now we saw that
a hundred-foot precipice stretched below us. Between us
we had only sixty feet of rope,1 so that if we had tried that
way out we should have been left dangling in mid-air
with the sentries practising their marksmanship on us
from above. For to-night, at least, we were foiled in this
direction : later, if all else failed, we might perhaps tear a
prison blanket into strips and try again with a longer rope.

The alternative plan seemed possible, however, and
needed no accessories. We would get through the railings,
climb along outside the garden to the garage in the main
square, squeeze back through the railings here (for the
drop was still too difficult to negotiate) and walk into the
garage pretending to be mechanics : after that anything
might happen: everything seemed possible to us that night.

* Peter had bought this rope ostensibly to re-string a prison bed. We
divided it into two parts and wore it round our waists whenever there was
a chance that we would be allowed to leave our rooms. We also concealed
upon our persons a fez each, and money in the soles of our shoes.